





78 THE young moralist. 

virtue. Hiftorv, that faiTt-;^ 
mirror, expatiates 'largely on the T Part ' al - 
mankind, but fhe is often fi e t rlTTl * 
their private virtues. ref P e& ™£ 

°ivrm gS °f f ame fcandah fly, 

l J‘T US a£ii0nS are b orn and 

Such were the thoughts the honeft Strephon 
was ruminating upon, and fuch the words 
he was uttering, when Doriman, his nephew, 
whole ruling paffion was avarice, entered the 
room ; and, after the ufual morning congra- 
t ulations, the following convention enlued.. 

Believe me, my dear nephew, 1 Ihould be 
appy to have it in my power to convince 
you of your error ; this remonftrance it is my 
duty to make, however difagreeable it may 
appear to you ; but I fear it will be ineffec- 
tual: you cannot even blufh for your beha- 
viour. Infatuated youth ! Are the feeds of 
virtue entirely deflroyed m you ? It is your 
hoaft that you are void of fenfibility ? Alter 
your conduft, or never expeft to fee me 
again. 

Sir, faid the nephew, are not the inflruc- 
fions I received from my father equal to 

yours ? Y ou have run after what is called 

honour, but what extraordinary fruits have 
you gathered fro m it. 


Honour, 
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infwered the uncle, is a word 
tproperly underftood by you. My fortune 
" r ffirt 7 I require no more It may be 

* lu ^fter mv d?ath. But I dont know whe- 
C, .S po”h “not the bed entitled to be 
my heirs • yet I cannot forget my kindred, 
Zn if they forget themfe’ves. 1 fee my 
dear nephew, it is not m my power, at this 
time, to open your heart to the light of r • 
fon or to the fhafts of fentiment.. l ime 
I doubt not will extort from thofe cheeks a 
falutary blufh, and open your eyes ere long 
that you may fee diR indlly the falfe education 
you have received ; hearken to an uncle that 
loves you, and who has nothing in view 
but your happinefs.. 

Can reafon. Sir, faid Doriman, be em- 



ployed to better purpofe' than I have done ? 
Have I any vices ? who dare reproach me 
with any P I am indebted to no man ; I never 
injured any man ; though, all mankind en- 
deavour to injure. — I only excite envy by 
my riches and oeconomy.. 

Go no further, nephew, faid the uncle ; 
this matter ffiall be difeuffed another time. 
Adieu ; you are a man, and I do not defpair 
of you. 

The honefl Strephon retired greatly cha- 
grined. Alas ! faid he, I fear his malady is 
too deeply rooted to admit of cure. Thou 
feafe, pitiful paffion,. avarice , how often art 
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